EDITH   PLIMSOLL

As it was, her perusal of that volume induced her to
fuse her passion for my uncle with her passion for
the nautical. Never had Miss Plimsoll been so pro-
vokingly marine as when we rowed in the dinghy
together upon the Clandeboye lakes. She evolved the
theory that I, in my bright boyish way, had christened
the farther island ' Spitsbergen' and the nearer island
' Iceland'. I had done nothing of the sort. She was
always wanting to set a course for Reykjavik whereas
my desire was to drive the boat with the full fury of
my infant oars into the bank of reeds which fringed
the shore. The reeds would crack and split crisply
and the prow of the boat would pause for a moment
and then retreat backwards slowly as the less damaged
reeds reasserted their pressure. Miss Plimsoll thought
this game ' silly *. To my mind it was far less silly
than her own nonsense about the Arctic circle. And
for these reasons my initial attitude towards Letters
from High 'Latitudes was one of sullen dislike.

She gave me the book for my eighth birthday,
which was spent in Bulgaria. I tried my best to read
it but found it well beyond my years. When I sug-
gested this fact to her she assumed that far-off, for-
giving expression which went with patient hands
folded upon lap, half-closed eyelids, nose slightly
uplifted, and resigned sigh.

I do not wish to be unkind to Miss Plimsoll since
she taught me the multiplication tables with a mastery
for which I am still grateful. Yet when I compare
her with my other governesses (with Miss Corrin, for
instance, or with Miss Woods) I cannot feel that it
was necessary for her to be so insistently inane. Nor,
when I look back upon it, was her naval nagging good